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my chest.   Send me the comb too that I have spoken
about. Now, good-bye and write to me very soon, and
do not be too cross with me, mother dear.
Your very sorrowful

FRITZ.

NIETZSCHE To His MOTHER.

Pforta, May, 1863.
DEAR MOTHER :               *

*As regards my future, it is precisely my practical
doubts about it that trouble me. The decision as to
what subject I shall specialize in will not come of
its own accord. I must, therefore, consider the ques-
tion and make my choice, and it is precisely this
choice which causes me so many difficulties. Of
course, it will be my endeavour to study thoroughly
anything that I decide to take up, but it is precisely
on this account that the choice is so difficult; for one
feels constrained to choose that branch of stndy in
which one can hope to do something complete. And
how illusory such hopes often are; how often *does
one not allow oneself to be transported by a momen-
tary prepossession, or by an old family tradition, or
by one's own personal wishes, so that the choice of a
calling seems like a lottery in which there are a large
number of blanks and very few winning numbers.
Now, I happen to be in the particularly unfortunate
position of possessing a whole host of interests con-
nected with the most different branches of learning,
and, though the general gratification of these interests
may make a learned man of me, they will scarcely
convert me into a creature with a vocation. The fact.